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MONDAY, OCTOBER 8«
THE English review» of Sinclair

{¿vis's "Babbitt," which have
just reached me, are full of
praise tor the novel. "Only

¿strfcan could have written it,"
¿««Th« Westminster Gazette." "Only

¿osrlean with something for which
» is ¿¡filc-tt to find any other word
L- g»-1-**" "The l,on*i'on Chronicle"
_,. «--Babbitt,* in short, whether

^j gáaiir* him or not, Is & veritable
v-jaiB bei11*- *n& -^r- Sinclair Lewis
¿it «Mt« «ore «iv«n a» » note! with
^t stpff °f M* in .*. relieved by gen-
,-ai jjaaior end nnapoilt by cynicism."

Like encomia enliven the other
'?gri-nr*- . . . American literature,
',cr"th* ¿¡rit time, it seems, ia being
'çftfti «ith seriousness and respect
i» EsfH*0 critics. The recent reviews
,£*&« ae-wls of Joseph Hergesheitner,
fgjl 5*1!, Newton Faessle, «Scott
fogosa. Stephen Benet, Harry Leon
VflUs* *-d others ere peppered with
t_* aà**"*"**1 ot praise. . . . Some
fgt P»és-P» survive, however, among^öE. B. Osborn, of "The London
«¦¡.a*» At the conclusion of a long
jttaUtsi« about American poetry,
.ri«»-» he speaks of Masters as the
tetser of "Spe*m Rives*" (probably tho
nj se pronounces it) and of Alfred
i«ir»borg as the "trans-Atlantic
^tiraient of Aidons Huxley," Mr.
jibem writes of Edwin Arlington Bob«
ijtsa: "A considerable personage, no
¿oabt, and I will see if his passport
¿to immortality can be vised next
nek.'* Imagine what would happen to
.eacky American reviewer if he should
«it» tf-J.cn a presumptuous sentence
¿wat, asy, W. B. Yeats, or John Mase-
_y i . . Lunched to-day with Mm.
Ifvlts Henry Howland, Miss PeggyVaod and Jimmy Dar-enfortfc. Miss
.fjod was in a rush to get back to re-
.irss'.s; Mrs. Uowland was preoccu¬
py -with the details of a new eyndi-
_ti scheme, and Jimmy and I could be
toièirig but solicitous. Miss Wood
«Aid ins always suffers from otage
feijfet on opening nights, because New
"ark first nighters ore so cruelly erit-
m
Jbe October issue of the "BROOM"
ase and I read it to-night. It eon-
alaf, among other interesting things,
.t first installment of the English
»aaiUtion of the hitherto unprintcd

¦Sent of Dostoevsky's "POS-
._SED," called "Stravrogin's Con-
;«iion." This interesting item was
..ovis**- in the archives of the
Sonet government last Febniary in a
.ut filled with notebooks? letters,
dseanents and fragments from the pen
ef Dostoevsky. The "Confession"
torn in a vital way to clarify the plot
cf -Tiiw-isaed," and it is difficult to
.«ajeetare why it was omitted. On
__ joint, the translators say, Mme.
[«¦nto-ew-T is silent. That it was
wtueld bfccauBe of the censorship
.Î4 b* the obvious solution were it
r.st'¿at Dostoevsky's other novels eon-
Ui_ juaaires equally frank. Mere-
¡«hff-i describes this confession
li't-M-jtwing the bounds of the pos-
.ïskmia concentrated expression of
Min-*-*; but that ia rhetorical.
Stam|e_^ confession was Do6toev-
.<<-*) a-ihod of exposing the depths
h» riieh Stravrogin had fallen in
air to express his belief "that each
/-*B.Hty and man's life on earth
-eflïUy will not desert, nor can de-
iflttóe kingdom of the Grace of the
Sp&fl bo long as it preserves itself
atf»; that sin ia not ontologieai by':¦__. . . "Broom" is also run-
¦¿¦r the first English translation of
Ik» Lay of Maldoror," by Comte de
LHtîtamor.t, that mad man of genius
ef whom Remy de Gourmont once
note: "Alienists -would have classified,
tie author among those suffering from
i parsocution mania.in which he cees
MU? himself and God, anil God
thrarts' hinj. But we might also in-
qalre whether Lautréamont is not a
npreme ironist, one forced by a
pteeiouB acorn of mankind to play the
aadanan, whose very incoherence is
flier and more beautiful than the
¦viraje person."

TUESDAY, OCTOBER SI
Lanched to-day with Franklin Spier

end Dr. Abraham Goldenweiaer, author
ef "Early Civilization," and we talked
ibout primitive beliefs, natura myths
tad tho analogies in modern life to the
kbits and cuétoms of the aneients.
Dr. Goldenweiaer told me that Wester-
aarek bad thoroughly revised and
¡nought up to date his monumental
"Hietory of Morals" and that it againt*Us its place in the forefront of
-¡threpolog"ical studies. Dr. Golden-
¦*tW ia giving a series of lectures on
.Wto art at the Social Center. "A
¦Méi many art critics have made in
Jjfci «bout primitive art, particu-
¦W'T _» carvings of the Polynesian*_%-£ he said, "is in assuming that
we»artista worked by inspiration and
'.^raited themselves without regard to
.«_ Ko art is more highly conven-
..waliied than the art of the savages,
Retint their art is connected with re-

Jp ritual and their idols had def-
¦~te «haracteristics which had to be
»«Petasted." . . . Madelalne Boyd,*¦>. was lunching with Mrs. Edwin
8J«i__aa, called rae over to ask me not
¦ *«um« that the new edition of her
!_Wl book on "The Irish Literary"«aiisance" was only a reprint of an
g work. But I knew that it was not,'»«.Ernest had told me that, besidesTWting over much of the material, he
"^ inciuded new essays on Joyce, For-gj Seid, Daniel Corkery and others.
IV-, k nt)W -ook* imposing; but it« ine only Interesting and authorita-_? -l«ount of that fine, rich flower-"*l« Irish genius. . . .«»ywood Broun came up to me in thegyy.-nd said, "I am glad to see that
__ t W"t*r 5b foing to bo honest,"H aB*«i<red, "Yes, we all start outEli S?uy' aEii« added Harrietts Under-
__» ;h«a we get to going to the Al-J2*bf Van der Wate? began his
iWYv *?* t^--s morning by announc-bLÍ** .ha didn,t know »'hens the A!-*£"£»> is, had never read "Jürgen,"Lffi? -S***«* B*rr McCutchcon istSÜ -i h¿n Conrad, didn't know
VAtn 5lcM*-° -nd hadn't a Heywood
a»-*«. pre'8-agent, meaning to imply'Sat I7 !*.,* ^is record .. e-e»»» -nd!2- »k

htd no loi?9 ^° rol!- I have
isiu,?°Vj fo- his piece to-morrow
?»_¦..? ,

e î8 Press-agenting his
ml* ajready «nd Harriett« Under-tonal fv-1*1' t0 take him to the Al";'.»»..*.-¦ week* That is n^ to ira-«b2 3i hone8ty °t his opinions
M Ki. ¡a e,!ed *°y more than to ««sent
h___ ,a-P--c-tioij that he is the onlyCiTu* *F.ng us- The Eound T"ble
j - is so deeüh» »null»*- nn>>ii> «..»*.

«?s< iKU,bla.bÄek «iP-fl«? every time
Vj*>o« ¿,*-T7i feIlow "-«nibers writes a
^a t'i. .?es a PIay* So -cid have
*^ »W... r,ctur«8 upon the literary.h*t'"wfT,v,v'n-tttir*8 of one -«other
v-^to "f». .*, ha8 -»«e1*- practicallySÎ tU^l' Carí Van VschteiJoh» T>-r.*rai_ I'ha boys irrow colder "

..»34. i-rl Whey's heart, I under-

¦S hisPrtt^00 ,him ^y hi8 brotber!;??!_. «"*"" "* *"¦* .»¦""."-is

Waly ono of them has «as

caped, Brock Pemberton, hitherto thegloomiest of the brethren, who nowsits grinning in the seventh heaven ofdelight over th« reviews of his plav.it's a good play.
SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 4

Charley MacArthur. Guy Holt, BenRay Redman, my wife and 1 lunchedto-day «t Frank Case's salon. AH theliterary, theatrical and cinema worldseemed to be there: Hugh Walpole, Jo-
d.Pu "«»"«.¦...¦mer, Douglas Fairbanks,Richard Barthelmess, Irvin S. Cobb.George Barr McCutcheon, Konrad Bor-covicî, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Pcggv Wood.Margóla Gilmore, Mary Blair, ïallulahliankhead, Louis Untermeyer, T fatnmh, Horace Liveright, Earle BalseaRobert C. Benchley, Samuel Merwmncl, as they »ay, others too numerous'to mention. Louis Untermyer told mehow, rivalling Melba and Napoleon, Igot onto the menu for two days run¬ning, but tnat Frank Case had despairedïi S*î ^¿"'JÇ,t0 Boe myMl* .<> feo«-?I 7 t. r?d discontinued it It seemstnat Mr. Case never reads the papera,but that Tallulah Bankhead had rendmy review of his food and had thoughti*»T,ord execrable" meant somethingawfully complimentary, and had so retported. Mr. Case wanted to show hisappreciation for the ad, and put myname to two of the best dishes. The re-
view perked him and the chef up, andto-day I enjoyed not only tho most ex¬cellent service, but quite as good food
as I ever ate.

MONDAY, NOVEMBER 6
Went to lunch at the residence ofCharles Bochanan, th« music critic,and found there Dr, Henry K. Marks,author of "Peter Middleton," andHarrison Smith, of Harcourt. Brace &Co. Conversation openod with a dis¬

cussion of my review of Countess
Tolstoy'» autobiography, and Dr. Marks
said that Tolstoy's confessions, his
conversion to fanatical doctrines andhis break with his wife after tho wild
life he had led in his youth was butthe natural consequence of the diminu¬tion of vital energy. "It is all a mat¬
ter of chemical action and reaction,"said Dr. Marks, "and the state of ourvitality ia the principal factor In de¬termining oar ideas and opinions."That, I think, is true, knowing how myown point of view haa undergone radi¬cal changes under special conditions ctvarious periods of my life. To this Iwould, and no doubt would Dr. Marksalso, add environmental influences.That is why I can see truth as a rela¬tivo thing only, and that is why I
could not agree with Mr. Buchanan intho argument he began later on. Hestarted out by saying that he thoughtthat art and criticism had never been
in such a parlous state since the
history of the world as the state it is
in now. I agreed that contemporaryart and contemporary criticism had
definite characteristics which may be
described a» bad mannered, exhibition-
istic, undisciplined, and oven, from a
certain point of view, vulgar; hut that
they also have the characteristics! of
vigor, warmth, curiosity, frankness
and enthusiasm, which arc the con¬
comitants of the other qualities. This
art and this criticism are natural
products of the socio-economic condi¬
tions, plus our cultural inheritance
and our reaction to it, and the ten¬
dency in art toward the "continual
slight novelty." To protest against
them is not only futile, but, cs I see it,
to protest against life itself. With
this Mr. Buchanan violently disagrees.
He says tho age is cursed by clever¬
ness and superficiality and a flouting
of standards; he believes in absolute
standards of culture (which I think
are a myth, and stultifying myths at
that); and he told me that although
he loathed and abominated and couldn't
sit through a certain symphony (which
1 refrain from mentioning because it
would pain him) but that he wouîd not
say so beeause many great apprecia-
tors of music had agreed that it is a
masterpiece, and he., would not flout
his idosyncracy in the face of that
opinion. This is, I think, to take one's
self far too seriously, and as Mn
Smith pointed out, it is to aid in im¬
posing upon succeeding generations as
inviolable and sacrosanct something
which is merely a product of human
skill and imagination. It is the way
we have of so embalming classics in
the oils of unction that one is ^never.
tempted to find out what they are
really like. Hazlitt was, I think, the
greatest critic of his century, because
he was the most personal (every life
of Hazlitt is made up almost entirely
of quotations from his work), and cer¬
tainly he was as fallible as any. Nc
more fallible than Lemaître or Sainte-
Beuve (who misjudged every one oi
importance of his own time) and othei
critics who are afflicted with the
Jehovah complex and seek to be objec¬
tive and remain unread. Who actual!;*,
read» Sainte - Beuve nowadays ? Mr
Buchanan knows and enjoys music. He
is, or was, a critic. If he should saj
emphatically that he does not like thai
symphony the heaven« would not fall
and perhaps he would give joy and re¬
assurance to hundreds of other music
lovers who loathe tho symphony as

much as he does, but endure it in
pained silence and clap their handt
and declare it is wonderful.beeaus«
it is a classic.

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 8
Louis Kantor brought Kennet!

Burke to lunch to-day. Burke anc
Edmund Wilson Jr. have stood on'
in my mind among all the youngei
critics as being the, best informed, th«
most sensitive and most interesting
Something curious has happened tc
Burke. He, who in his efforts at storj
writing has been most bizarre and ex

proseionistic and even downright in
coherent, amazed me to-day by a vagu<
discourse on the function of criticism
wherein he had the highest praise foi
Paul Elmer More, Irving Babbitt, anc
Matthew Arnold. Ho has definitclj
turned against "modernism" in arts
and letters, and seems to have swun¡
around entirely to didacticism and reg
imentation. Ho inclines to the More
Babbitt theory that Rousseau is th<
root of all romantic evil. "We mus

fet Bway," he said "from that indivi
ualism by which a sick man impose:

upon the world his vicarious fulfill
ment of desires. Literature Í3 nov
at a point where blind men write abou
the beauties of things they canno

see, and the halt and the lame writ«
of the glories and exultation of walk
ing. Sueh writing must inevitably b
untrue to life, and seem silly to th«
sound and healthy. Remy de Gom¬
ment and Nietzsche were 6ick mei

whose writings were but compensa
tiona for what they missed in life. W
must recognize that literature and th<
other arts, to be the best, must be tru<
to the life and aspirations of thi
healthy majority pi a race. If 'Llys
¡bos' were road entirely as a joke, a¡

one should rema Rabelais, and for th<
fun of the joke, it would not have í

pernicious Influence. But by mos

people it seemed to be taken seriously
as an accurate representation of life
It is as, faíse on one side as Pollyanm
is on the other." . . . I quote all this
as being intrinsically interesting an<

significant.significant in that it rep
resents, as I see it, Burke's own re

action after a modernist debauch,
thought I could see, in a riotous, ex

pr asionistic. and ugly story he had ii
the "Little Review," the seed of a re

action which** would flower into a tie

fense of the sterile didacticism o

Paul Elmer More. That is the tropbh
with a great number of the romantu

modems of this and ever*- other gener¬ation. They push a tendency, and themode of expression which arises froma great individual, to an imitative nbsurdity; and then, by the old biolo¬gical law which impels the son to turr
upon his father, they slay the progeni¬tor of their own extravagances. It isunfortunate that they cannot keeptheir heads, not oscillate them be-twaen two extremes. The Greeks,whom both romantics and classicists
never tire of praising, mado a plati¬tude of the Golden Mean; and I thinkthat it is a maxim to bo contemplatedwith a sacred meditation by all the
young secessionists, futurists, cxprcs-sionÎHts, etc., who are about ready todenigrate that which they were only a
moment ago proclaiming to be theonly good, true, and beautiful. It maybe that a reaction is already under
way, and that shortly we shall have nn
era of formalism and didacticism such
as obtain» in all reall v decadentperiods of literature. I hope not.

THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 9. \
Lunched with Maxwell Perkins and

wo talked about James Huneker, Dr. W.C. Brownell, Copeland of Harvard,Woodward Boyd; and the disparity be¬
tween the conception- one forma of a
writer from reading his work and what
the writer is really like when one
meets him. This terrifying sentence
has been pronounced upon me literallyby dozens of people when I have met
them for the first time: "Why, I pic¬tured you as an old man with longwhite whiskers." After this dubious
characterization I have invariably re¬
read some of my stuff with a critical
eye, to see what in it suggested se¬
nescence. "But," said Perkins, "take
Alexander-Woolcott, ho looks exactlythe way you would expect him to look.".Which reminds me of Robert Nathan's
remark after meeting Llewellyn Jones,tho Chicago critic: "It is curious howmuch Llewllyn Jones looks like Lle¬wellyn Jones." ... In discussingHuneker's letters Perkins brought outthe point that Huneker never seemedto have been mado aware of his actualgreatness and the influence he had had
upon the present generation. Hunekerconsistently underestimated himself,setting down his work as mere pot-boiling journalism, and seeming al¬
ways to regret that he had not devoted
more of his time to novel writing,which ho apparently thought washis special forte. "If some closefriend, like John Quinn, had onlytold Huneker how important as an in¬fluence he was," said Perkins, "and had
reassured him with generous and
understanding praise, he might neverhave grown as careless with his work
as ho did at times in his later years."
... I told Perkins that I thoughtWoodward Boyd, tho author of "TheLove Legend," had an, interesting pointof view and a great gift of observation,and that she undoubtedly had in her a
number of novel? even better than "TheLove Legend." For all its faults in
the writing, this is to mo one of the
meatiest and best novels written bythe younger generation. She has
packed into it too much material for
one novel, telling* four stories simul¬
taneously; but she has done it verywell indeed.

* * «

To tea this afternoon with HughWalpole, who is giving a series of lec¬
tures in this country on the novel. He
had just picked up in a second-hand
bookshop a bound volume of the "Corn-
hill Magazine" for January-June, 1874,
containing Thomas Hardy's 'Var From
the Madding Crowd" complete, and he,
showed me a privately printed edition
of some poems by John Drink-water,
beautifully gotten out, with blue
parchment covers. "They aro very
passionate poems," said Walpole."What!" I asked, "Passionate poems
by Drinkwater?" "Yes, for Drink-
water." We talked James Joyce, D. H.
Lawrence, Katherine Mansfield, Re¬
becca West, John Middleton Marry,J. C. Squire, Waldo Frank, JosephHergeshelmer and Sinclair Lewi». He
said he had been particularly im¬
pressed by two men he had met re¬
cently.Carl van Vechten and Thomas
Beer. "Van Vechten seemed to tol¬
erate me easily enough, but Beer took
an instantaneous and violent disliko
for me. We were chatting and he said
something about a book he was writ¬
ing on Stephen Crane, and asked me
if I could help him toward somethinghe wanted to get about Conrad's asso¬
ciation with Crane. Something 1 said
must have offended him, for he turned
abruptly away from me and didn't no¬
tice me all the rest of the evening."I told-him that Beer was acutely sensi¬
tive, 8hy and even diffident; and when
Walpole asked me what interesting
new man had come up sinco he was
last over here, I mentioned Beer as
probably the artist most worth watch¬
ing among the fletionists. "That is in¬
teresting," said Walpole, "for althoughhe was at no pains to conceal his dis¬
taste for mo he made strong irnpres-sion upon me; his personality stayswith me." He asked me about Beer
as a person aiid I told him that al-

| though he is only thirty-three, ho hasj the air, manner, speech and appearance
of a middle-aged man; that he hasj numerous harmless affectations, such
as a stage-English accent and his-
trionic gestures; that it is difficult to

, worm a decisive opinion out of him;but that he Is one of the most likable,
intell'-gent, well-informed and aware
persons I know. I tota him I would
send him a copy of Beer's novel, "The
Fair Rewards," and, if I could find
them, copies of some of his distinctive
and beautifully written short stories.
Walpole chided me about rny animad¬
versions on J. C. Squire and astonished
me by say:ng that Squire and Shanks
no longer had any influence whatever
in England. "He is a harmless enough
chap," said Walpole, "and if he has an
attitude of lofty condescension toward
American writers, he has an equally
condescending attitude toward modern
English novelists. I once wrote to him
complaining that a novel by Gals¬
worthy had not been reviewed''in "The
Mercury" and he wrote back to say
that Galsworthy was no more worthy
of notice than Marie Core!l;. Now that
of course is merely silly. Ho is a very

»m
jaano:
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Is Life
Everlasting?

YEZAD
A Romance of the Unknown

by George Babcock
Author of Tuskavvanta and other
stories, proves it. Here is a story-
free from bias, charming* in style.

ig! Winsome!
Nothing like it, ever before pub¬
lished. One of the greatest imagina¬
tive stories ever told.
Order NOW. 480 pages. $2.00
At all bookstores; or if not, from
"O-OPERATiVE PUBLISHING CO., In-
Grand Cenas! Station, B»«: 251, N. Y.

"My host may overlook the fact that i ont using the salad fork for fish ;
not so his English butler*'.One of the ttcenty-six dratcings by Lauren
Stout for "Bizarre" by Latvian Mackall. (Steuart, Kidd).

talented parodist, however." Walpolehas the Jiigbest admiration for D. H.
Lawrence. "He is." ho raid, "the only
one among us in England who has con¬
tributed anything new to the novel,broken new ground. I don't think that
he has written any well-rounded novels
since 'The White Peacock' and 'Sons
and Lovers,' and I don't like his repeti¬
tions; but he has treated of new mate-
ial in an extraordinarily interestingand impressive manner. Uehecca
West's new novel is a curious work;
the first part ia distinctive and originalin treatment, psychology and style and
the second part is crammed with bad
melodrama and all the faults she is
always taking us to task for. I have
wanted to write an article on the
critics who have recently appeared in
the role of novelist. Middleton Murryhas written two new novels, both **of
them rather bad and conta ning all
sorts of the very things he grows veryvicious about in the work of other
novelists." Murry, I think, has goneoff as a critic during the last two years;
he began with great promise. "His dif¬
ficulty," said Walpole, "is that he lives
his life entirely in books. When he is
writing about the classics he is verygood; when he touches upon contem¬
porary literature he seems not to un¬
derstand any of it." Walpole wanted to
know why it was that Joseph llerge;;-
heimer and Sinclair Lewis had aroused
so much personal dislike among Amer¬
icans, and I explained that it was be¬
cause they had dared to be truthful
and honest in saying what was in their
minds at inauspicious moments. Her-
gesheimer, who is the most sensitive
man alive to criticism, seems to take
an almost sadistic pleasure in making
people in his audience squirm, and
when he does it he smiles mischie¬
vously like a schoolboy who has just
stuck a pin in the boy in front of iiim,
and that is maddening to many people.
Both men ought to stop lecturing be¬
cause most people cannot dissociate a
man's personality from his work, and
¡both of them are arousing personal dis-

Thrills, excitement and
suspense from the first
page to the last! Kid¬
napped in broad daylight,
a young society girl bat¬
tles for life and honor
with a murderous band of
criminals. A novel of
pulsing life.of adventure,
mystery and glorious
romance.

At Bookstores $1.75 '

BRENTANO'S
Publishers New York

like by their- frankness, which people
ire beginning to carry over into a
similar attitude toward their books.
Walpole is the most generous-minded
of all our European visitors; he is,practically, the only one who has ever
taken the trouble to inform himself of
the host literature that is being writ¬
ten over here; he has been, I think,largely responsible for the present in¬
terest in American books in Englandby his efforts in behalf of writers like
Cabclt, Hcrgesheimer, Miss Gather,Sinclair Lowíb, Sherwood Anderson, H.
L. Mencken and Theodore Dreiser; and,
although he is about the only one who
has been allowed to get into close touch
with American life, he is also about
the only one who has not written a
book about us.

The Glamorous "Mrs. Pat"
Bv Isabel Paterson

MY UFE AND 90MIC LETTERS. By Mrs.
Patrick Campbell. I-citi, Mead A Co.
IF "beauty is its own excuse for

being," it should also be rearon

enough for writing its memoirs.
It is, anyhow, more than many

t)f the autobiographical clan can offer.
Mrs. Patrick Campbell does not offer
it-, sho frankly falls back on Dr. John¬
son's justification, and says she ha»
given her life and letters to the public
for a pecuniary consideration. Only
the need of money persuaded her to
think she might venture. But sho
dedicates her book to an unknown ad¬
mirer.a schoolgirl of fifteen who once
walked miles in the rain and waited
hours at the stage door just to see
the goddess emerge. And the book will
¡-robably be read for love rather than
or ite literary value.
It is a complete refutation of all
terary dicta. It is ill-written in every
*ense of the word, short of being.lliteratc.though Bernard Shaw ac¬
cused its author even of that. And
yet it is extremely interesting, quite
as much for its omissions as for what
it contnins; for its manifest imper¬fections as much as for its merits. The
manner of its composition resembles
a turning out of old trinket boxes and
hold-alls forgotten in the attic, from
which tumble» a disarray of useless
but significant trifles.Cinderella slip¬
pers danced through, ribboned pro¬
g-rams of grand bails, faded wreaths,old photographs, brief notes from dear
friends; yes, and handkerchiefs still
stained with bitter tears. The reader
must guess from the fact of their
preservation how much they once
meant.
For Mrs. Campbell very evidentlylived for and in the day; and when

it was over she forgot as much as
she could. Which was a great deal.
She reveals herself an artist born; and
artists put their memories into their
work. They use and spend their talents,but do not hoard them.

. . .

It is of her career as an actress she
chiefly writes* but it is for her extraor¬
dinary personal beauty she is most apt
to bo remembered. This is not meant
as a disparagement on her histrionic
r.bility, which waa authentic; but the
triumphs of the stage are fleeting,
while if a woman be lovely enougli
she may become a part of histor-y
and her name a poetical symbol foi
succeeding ages. Perhaps Mrs. Camp
bell will never achieve that immortal*
ity, but she might have. She had th<
equipment, the face to "launch a thou
sand ships and burn the topless towèri
of Ilium." But whatever misfortune:
attend beauty came to her personally
3iot to her country or her adorers.
Heading these somehow patheti«

reminiscences one finds in them a cer
ta-in justification for the selflshnesi
and arrogance of other fair women. I
is almost a necessary defense; other
wise they become the prey of their os
tensible worshippers. The moths woul«
put out the cand'c if they did not ge
their wings singed off. And-here i
one candle too kind to singe. The re
suit was she burnt herself out warm
ing others. She does not say so.tha
ia the pathos of it. In one passag
i-hc confesses herslf three parts
"fool," and on every page she forces th
readers to agree. But such a dear an
charmini*- fool!

Just so, her beauty was three part

The Book of the Year for Young People

The VOYAGES of
DOCTOR DOLITTLE

By HUGH LOFTING
Author of "The Story of Doctor DóUttle"

The kindly little Doctor.almost as much a household
word as the famous Alice.goes on another amazing voy¬
age. "The children's bookstores, the children's libraries,
the children's households will want 'Voyages' even as they
wanted the good doctor's first volume.''~rÑ, Y. Tribune.
A handsome volume. $2.50.
Published 1920 THE STORY OF DOCTOR DOUTTLE Ninth Printing, $2.00
The GIRL'S BOOK of VERSE By masy g. davis
An anthology of new and old poems every girl should know. In¬

troduction by Dorothy Canfield. $2.00.
The NORWEGIAN FAIRY BOOK

By FREDERICK H. MARTENS
Carefully selected tales from Norway, fully illustrated. $2.50.

The DANISH FAIRY BOOK
By FREDERICK H. MARTENS

The best of Denmark's fairy tales in a beautiful volume. $2.50.
The LIFE of JESUS By helen ward banks
Each event of Jesus' life simply and vividly told for childre?i.

Illustrated. $2.00
PETER'S ADVENTURES in BIRDLAND

. By FLORENCE SMITH VINCENT
The story of a little boy who makes friends of the birds easily

recognized by children. Illustrated. $1.75.
443 Fourth Ave. FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New York

and World Settlement
Written from his personal and unpublished material

By Ray Stannard Baker
Ä1T This is Woodrow Wilton's own story of the making of peace at Paris.

-*» A book of the greatest importance in reckoning the history of our times.
It has porhaps prompted Lloyd George to write his own memoirs.

Vol. I and II, price, per set, $10
Vol. Ill, containing documents, price, $10
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.

"A most valuable handbook for authors."-.William McFee

THE BUSINESS OF WRITING
A Practical Guide for Authors

By Robert Cortes Holliday and Alexander Van Renssetaer
An Author says: "So much better than anything of the sort I
have ever read that it is the only- one worth reading at all.".
Ellis Parker Butler.
An Editor says: "A humanitarian service to the editors as
well as to the authors.".Burton Rascoe, Literary Editor, New
York Tribunk>)
A Publisher says: "If all that the author wants to know is
gathered together in any other place, that place is unknown
to me.".Hewitt H. Howland, Editor, The Bobbs-Merrill Com¬
pany.

At All Booksellers $2.00

charm. One lias hesrd her described
by men amazed at themselves rs not
so much a woman as n "wonder nnd s
wild delight" to look on. Peop'e went
silly simnly gazing on her. And she,
too, waa always a little amazed ;^ onesees her naïvely offering all these let¬
ters and clippngs and souvenirs to
prove as much to herself as to nny one
elsa that it w«3 really so. that she did
not imagine it all out of vanity.

Leavinp* ont the reprints rr*d l«tters
and the Hat of parts she played and
other purely theatrical memoifsnde
which cou d be gleaned from n file of
old dramatic pages, all her story th-it
she has chosen to set down could be
condensed in a single chapter.

* . »

Her ancestry had b glamour of its
own. Her mother was Italian, her
father an Anglo-Indian nabob. Her
'a-thor lost several fortunes, so when
«Stella Beatrice Campbell wa¡$ grown
they were p«or. Money was always shy
if her. She married the son of another
.íabob, when she was seventeen and he
twenty; nn«J her futher-in-!aw loi-;!, his
fortune immediately thereafter. The
history of her marriage, which to her
contemporaries, excepting her near
family and friends, was made into a
mystery by idle rumor, is toid here in
full} a sad little story. Her husband,
"..".r'ck Cnm^bell. bcinj? threatened
with consumption, was ordered to a dry,
varm c imate. He went to South Africa
n search of health r.nd fortune; per¬
force leaving behind h's yonng wife
md two babies. Upon the poor voung
-nother devolved the responsibility oí
supporting herr:.elf and the babies. Si
she went on the stage, cheered by the
hearty disapproval of many dear old
friends. And for five years she strug¬
gled along somehow on a salary of $1C
a week or thereabouts, with whatcvei
meager suras her invalid husband could
remit froin Africa. Her rise to a star't
poKition had elementa of the grotesque
in it. It came within a month of hei
3*eceiving notice tha-t she was dismissec
¦"or incompetence!
After that, it might be supposed, $1

was "roses, roses all the way." Or
the contrary, it was a struggle always

¡She had poor health, many dependput»
;.an unneces<»»ry number indeed and
fin improvident temperament to boot.
Her husband was Ruled in the V.r.»»
War, her son in the World War. Anâ
5h*> piied on the agony her*e!f by a.
preposterous fécond marriage, of which
'ho omits details but teils enough to
show it was unhappy as it was unwise.
Nevertheless she had many compensa¬tions: a life lived to the fall, a great
frift und the opportunity to use It: and
,one unique distinction: She reduced
even Bernard Shaw to a state of gooeyraptur», and labelled hrn in return
with the nickname "Joey," which, if Í
am not misinformed, is the Ensrlishtraditional appellation of the clown la
pantomime.

Our Government
'NTROnrOTrON TO AM KHI <"\\.\* OOT*VERVMBNT. v.y Frederick A. Or« undV. OrmaQ Bay. The Century Company.

"^K ^L 7 ^"^ this volume is designed
%^k/ primarily as a textbook for
y y the college student, it win

prove valuable for any
reader equipped with an elementary
knowledge of polîtierù science and da«
siring a fairly detailed bat not ex¬
haustive account of the wo-kings of the

i American government. Unlike many
works of its kind, it does not plunge dl-
rectly into its subject, but devotes the
opening chanters to a consideration of
the fundamental problems of po!itical
science, of the ori*r;n asaVt'voIut.'on of
the etato and the dV'elonment of nod-
em political ;<<rns. Having ei*aulfshed
¡an adequate background, it epplies the
¡general result» of its inquiry to the
ípecifie problems of the United St'tes;| it befir'ns by discussing the Articles of
Confederation, then turns to the
¡United States Constitution, and ex-
amine3 with some minuteness the or-
ganizatfon of the various dena-tm«-nts
of government, the work of the Presi¬
dent and of Congress, of the jud'eiary'
and of the civil service. Moreover, it
does not confine itself to an analyile
of the national government, but con¬
tains valuable and instructive chapters
on state constitutions, on the govern¬
ment of munlcipa'ities and on th» party
system in America. S. A. C.

THE DUST FLOWER By Fasil King

Li

D

D

Tho story of a ¡-irenont-day Cinderella told with all the clamour of
Ftomanra and the pi-yc hoi o_ leal lnslcht that the author showed In Th*
Inner Bhrine. t-'iQ

HER UNWELCOME HUSBAND By W. L. Georgre
"Perhaps tho best characterization of "the modem -roman, who subor¬

dinates emotion t«*> intellig-enoe, whose watchword la coura-*;*-*.-' Tho ¡at. I.oul«
Cllooe-Dtmocrat. Î2.00

THE VEHEMENT FLAME By Margaret De!ar-d
A story of marring«-* and Its pitfall«. ..." These people Uve. Th»

Eprlii;*-**-* that animate them are nit explained puycholoslcally, but revealed
emotional'«:'. We frei them." Bt, Paul Uallj Sews. J2.00

FLOWING GOLD By Rex Beach
The story of the oil fíeldn ci' Texas fin«! the strugplca of man where

sreat fortunes spring up over night. "An enthralllBS romance; SVSry ch <r

thrills with action." Boston Herald. f:.0»

JACK AND I IN LOTUS LAND By Frances Li.+!e
Cy "The Lady of the Decoration," who tells Inimitably în her ciiarm'ne

letters the love story of an American Elrl In Japan. -$1.40

Joan of arc of the north woods
By Holman Day

A mysterious ycun-f woman .loins in a figrht between rival mil'.f« In the
north woods. Ixi-e, violence and intrigue aro mingled In tills story of a

newJoan. $:.'j0

RACKHOUSE By George Agnew Chamher!afn
The fantastic scheme of S returned soldier and his friend, a ío-m-r

college professor, to win fortune ant, love ! y smuggling*. Jl 90

Ü ! HIRONDELLE By Henry C. Rowland
A haiideome American lad and an earl's dauiçhter ore the prlnclp.il-> In

this romantic adventure etory of piratea, -slave-ri«nners and shlp-acultlcr*.. $1 90

P IN JEOPARDY By Van Tassel Sutphen
An exciting mystery story which will keep th? moat erxper_mc<-d roaJer j.

riddles guc-ssing. "A BUOcessful variation «..f the haunted house story." Ni-w
York Telegraph. $1.20

7 SOME DISTINGUISHED AftTRICäKS
By Harvey C'Higgins

""So one, it seem«* to us. can tell r*. Story with mich a convincing «ti oí
perfect candor an Mr. WHIg-^in-*. V,-... Hi.«.- -.hem end Und thorn tx«*e!.«*nt
reading." X. J?. D., New Xoïk GM,e.t:.80

SAM SLICK'S DIARY By Stephen C. Noiartd
Hailed as tho work of a new American humorist. Full of unconscious

and racy humor. S3.90

D THE KAISER'S MEMOIRS
"An ex-Iümperor writes his 'apolosl«-' tor his part In the most tremen¬

dous events in history.fußi for hot controversy lasting into «.ho years tuet*.
ïoilow." T. ft. Yfcarra. translator oí the Kuls-.r's Memoirs. IS.00

THE MIND IN THE MAKING
By James Harvey Robinson

Such thinkers as H. O. '-.Veils. Dr. F.-«**k Crane, Everett Ivan Martin
and tho Reverend John Herman Randall writo end preach :*¡ pr.ioe -r thla
book. Rring your mind Into line with these Inte.lectual leaders and _l«cov_r
for yourself Mr. Kobinsyn'e unusual théorie*. |3.M

NICHTS AND DAYS ON THE GYPSY TFAIL
By Irving Brown

"Paints the life, customs, joys and sorrows of this Ittterectlng race with
unerring instinct." The Bun. Not since George Borrow wrote Romany Rye
has there been such an account of life amoli-j European gypsltss. Illustrate.
with photographs. $3.00

Ü

G A WORLD WORTH WHILE By W. A. Rogers
A rare book of reminiscences by one of America's greatest c'it'ooiub-b.

the man who succeeded Thomas "Vast in popular cstoem. Ureat men «nd
event*- from en _musth_ new ancle. *3.00

FROM SEVEN TO SEVENTY By Efward Simmons
The Intimate ratalni-*een<,*es of a great American artint, whose rieb, full

life in America, an«! contacts with tho ¡¡rent poopíe of ¿-.urope are i'e-<- I
with a wealth of anecdote. Zi.be

TALES OF LONELY TRAILS By Zane Grey
"Out cf the great West's most wonderful book of facts, the«« ps-fe«. ought

to live." Xew York World. Illustrated with photographs tukoti by the author.
$.3.00

Harper & Brothers Estabhshed 1817 New York

SIMON CALLED PETER
By ROBERT KEABLE, Author of

"The Mother of All Living"
Few books o£ this year are bejng so seriously discussed.
The New York Evening Post calls it: "A 'significant' nove!

in the best sense of that word."
Life: "A good book that deserves to be widely read."
Philadelphia Ledger: "Strong and illuminating . . . Some¬

thing that will make most of its readers gasp a little.that is,
if they were not in France themselves."
New York Herald: "Well worth reading .... a graphic and

undoubtedly veracious picture."
The Boston Herald: "A novel of real distinction, both in its

manner and its matter."
The Boston Transcript: "His situations are true, vivid and

unexaggerated."
Price, $2.00, postage extra.

E. P. BUTTON & CO.. 681 Fifth Avenue, New York


